THE    MEMOIRS    OF
revealing the disorder of the results of the man's anger in
strewn clothes) broken drawers, overturned chairs, Mar-
shall was next forced to disclose his stock of tea and sugar,
which Rashleigh transferred into his provender bags under
O'Leary's direction*
'What's happened to the money you got from the sale of
your wheat?' he heard Foxley ask the settler, who answered
that It had all been paid away with the exception of the
amount of which the bushranger had possessed himself.
*I know that's a damned lie/ shouted the ruffian. 'But it
don't matter. If I can't get it, I'll take damned good care
that you don't live to enjoy it.'
His meaning was so clear that Marshall showed signs of
fear, and turning to the implacable bushranger he began
again to plead.
* Surely you wouldn't murder a defenceless man who never
did you any harm?' he began; but Foxley silenced him with
an oath. "Think of my poor wife and children/ Marshall
continued,
'Think of your damned tyranny I* snarled Foxley, sud-
denly snatching off his mask. *Ix>ok at my face, and see if
you recognize Philip Foxley, whom you got flogged for
neglect of work/ He paused to enjoy the effect of hia
revelation, and then went on in a voice terrible with malig-
nancy: *If you had as many lives as I got lashes through you,
aye, ten times more, I'd take every one of them to-night,
So make up your mind to die, Fve already slaughtered
eleven of my old masters and overseers, and you'll do nicely
to round off the dozen. There's some debts that I never
forget to repay/
Rashleigh saw his friend's frame tremble with terror at the
fate with which Foxley threatened him, for the bushranger
was notorious as one of the most bloodthirsty devils living
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